THE SECOND NIGHT

were among the crowded guests upstairs she could not
stamp her foot, but had to break one of the ivory slats of
her fan instead.

He shrugged his shoulders and maliciously took the
opportunity to leave her in the company of the American
Minister, who as usual began to hold forth on the
superior moral atmosphere of Salamanca, Ohio, where
before the Democratic victory plunged him into European
diplomacy he owned and edited the Salamanca Eagle and
Courant.

" These poor folks have no home-life, Mrs Radcliffe,"
he hawked gloomily. " Well, I took this post to oblige
my friend President Wilson ; but believe me, Mrs Rad-
cliffe, I find the absence of our sweet and lovely home-
life a most terrible deprivation."

" You'll have to come in on our side, Mr Notcutt,"
said Georgie, smiling up into his lean shining snuff-dark
face. " And then the war will be over all the sooner,
and you'll be able to be at home again."

" Why, that's what Mrs Notcutt says. But I tell her
that there are many aspects of the situation to be con-
sidered." And he was off in the style of one of his own
leading articles.

Georgie became so desperately bored that she even
called out to her husband as he passed.

u I'll be back in a moment, Georgie. Sir Frederic
wants something from the Chancery."

Whatever it was, Arthur kept his Minister waiting,
for, as he reached the foot of the stairs, Scrutton opened
the front door and in response to a voice poignantly
familiar he heard the porter say:

" Captain Waterlow is not here, Miss."
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